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Broken Strings and Broken Hearts 


Author's Notes: 
First story here in a long time, new pairing, quite like this one. Thanks to AJ for being my beta 


Dan let out a low hiss of pain as he ran his finger under the cool water. This wasn't the first time that he 
had split his finger open on the guitar strings. He was more pissed that a string had broken in the process. He 
had always treasured his guitars like a parent would their child and he turned absolutely livid if they got 
damaged. 

"You alright, mate?" Richie asked as he pushed the bathroom door open. 

"Yeah, | just sliced my finger open," Dan replied as he turned the faucet off. 


"| noticed. | came in to check on you, see if you needed my help in doctoring up," Richie grinned. 


Dan shook his messy curls out of his face and stared at Richie for a moment, the bald man didn't seem like 


the doctoring type with that black beanie perched upon his head. He couldn't help but think that the bald man 


looked ridiculous in that black beanie. As the thought danced around in his head, Dan couldn't help but smile. 


Richie raised an eyebrow. 

"Something funny?" he asked. 

"Nothing, nothing. Thanks, but | think | can take care of my finger on my own," Dan replied as kindly as he could. 
He lifted his pointer finger up and blood trickled down. He closed his dark eyes and winced; the sight of blood 
never sat well with him and this seemed like too much for the current damage. Richie didn't say a word, just 
reached for a hand towel and wrapped it around Dan's bleeding finger. 

"Hold it above your heart, it slows the flow down," Richie said as he lifted Dan's arm above his head. 

"That could be the making of some good lyrics for a song," Dan smiled. 

Richie laughed. 


"lll keep that in mind." 


There was nothing Dan could think of to say in response, so silence filled the bathroom. He watched Richie's 
pink tongue dart out to moisten his lips. Dan closed his eyes and shuddered. 


"Are you in pain?" Richie asked as a bit of salvia clung to the corner of his lips. 


"No," Dan replied as he stared at the bit of moistness clinging to the bass player's skin, tempting him to lick it 


away. 


His finger was throbbing now as well as the organ between his legs. Fuck it, he thought as he leaned forward. 
Richie was still holding Dan's arm up as Dan's lips caught his own in a passionate kiss. Richie let go of Dan's 
arm and slid it around Dan's waist as he pulled him close, but the warm gesture was forgotten as Dan tasted 
the reluctance in the bass player's kiss. Dan let his arm drop lazily over Richie's broad shoulders. Richie was 


the one who eventually broke the kiss with a gentle push to Dan's chest. 


"Are you still bleeding?" he asked in a husky voice that made Dan shiver, but the look on Richie's face made 
his blood run cold. 


Dan stepped back, the towel already fallen from his finger, and he gazed down at the digit. The bleeding had 


ceased, 
"No, all fixed," Dan said as a smile curled onto his lips. 


"See? That raising your arm trick works every time," Richie smiled as a calloused finger tip haphazardly 


brushed against Dan's cheek, which made the younger man start to stir again 


"tll keep it in mind, thanks." 

Richie's eyes drifted down to Dan's growing erection 

"Think you can fix that too?" Dan asked, his voice having gone all breathy at the current moment. 
"Dan. | don't think" Richie replied hesitantly. 


"Then walk away," Dan replied softly, his brown eyes going soft. He could never look Richie in the eye again if 
his friend gave him a hand job against his will. Dan could deal with that problem himself. 


"lm s..sor.." 

"Don't apologize," Dan said quickly as his eyes went slightly wide. 

Richie simply nodded and left the bathroom. The damaged finger started to throb again as Dan slid onto the 
cold tile of the floor. He tipped his head back, his dark curls spilling down the white porcelain. His eyes grew 
heavy from staring up at the light so he finally closed them. The throbbing pain in his finger was soon 


forgotten and replaced with a dull sting that pulsated through his heart. There was a knock at the door. 


"Come in" Dan said, not bothering to get up or open his eyes. He didn't care who saw him in this state, he 


could simply say he wasn't feeling well and no one would ask questions. 
"We're going out for a drink, want to come?" Justin asked. 


Jack Daniels would at least help keep the pain away for awhile. A temporary fix was all that Dan could hope for 


at the moment. 

"Mmm," Dan nodded as he reached his hand out towards his brother. 
Justin gripped his hand and pulled his brother up. 

"You alright?" Justin asked as he cocked an eyebrow. 

Fine, touring you know, it takes a toll," Dan grinned. 

‘In more ways than one,” Justin said thoughtfully. 


Dan didn't even bother looking at Richie was he walked out the door of the dressing room. 


